MADEMOISELLE   DE   LA   MEURE	jgx
to Versailles now;  come and see me again. And in the
meantime how can I be of use to you?'
I had been somewhat put out by his careless reception of
me; but these last words were said so kindly that my good
humour returned.
Then I went to M. de Boulogne, in appearance, manners,
anid costume a very different person from the Due de Choi-
seul. He was old, and looked clever, and I respected him.
'Tell me your views,' he said, 'either now or in writing,
M. Paris Duverny wants twenty million francs for his
military college, and we must find that sum without charg-
ing the state or depleting the royal treasury.*
'I have a scheme in my head which would bring the king
the interest on a hundred millions,' I said.
'How much would it cost?'
'Nothing, but the expense of collecting.'
'I know of what you are thinking.'
'I am surprised at that, sir, for I have told no one.*
'Come and dine with me and M. Duverny to-morrow
and we will talk it over.'
Duverny, the financier, was honest and honourable. He
was the brother of de Montmartel; scandal said he was the
father of Madame de Pompadour.
On leaving the comptroller-general I went and walked
about in the Tuileries Gardens, reflecting on this strange
turn of fortune. On hearing that the king needed twenty
millions, I had incontinently declared I could procure a
hundred, without the faintest idea where they were to come
from. This hard man of business had asked me to dinner to
prove to me that he had already grasped my scheme before I
told him of it. CI must,* I thought, 'first find out what
Duverny and Boulogne have in their minds, perhaps I can
suggest some amendment to their scheme, or else preserve
a mysterious and provocative silence.'
The dinner was to be at Duverny's house at Plaisance, a
little beyond Vincennes. I presented myself at the door of
the man who had drawn France out of the gulf into which,

